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and wished to see me. Speaking in slow, measured
tones old Lopez said:

" If the carob beans get damp and if then the sun
comes out, the pods will break open and the harvest
will be lost; but if we all lend a hand we can carry
it away in our blankets in one night to the spot where
the cars can pick it up. The men want to bow
whether that's all right for you ?"

It was a heavy responsibility for me to take: the
place where the cars stopped was more than a kilo-
metre behind our line. I sent out a few patrols to
make sure that all was quiet in the direction of the
enemy. Had they attacked that night, they would
have found ten men in the trench; all the others
were in the field, in groups of four, laboriously carry-
ing off the carobs in their blankets. But the harvest
was brought in.